The Tragedy - 

Wit - Say then who doeft thou meane fhall be her King ? 
X%Euen he that makes her Ojueene, who fhouldclfe?.. 
^g.Whatthou? 

Kmg, I, euen 1, what thinke you of it M add am ? • . 

<$tt. How canft thou woe her ? 

King, 1 hat 1 would learneof you. 

As one that were belt aquainted with her humor. 

And wilt thou learneof me ? 

King. M'adcUnj with all my heart. 

0 H . Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A pane of bleeding hearts , thereon ingraue, 

Edward and Torkc , then happily fhe will weepe, 

Therefore prefent to her , as fometimes Margret 
Did to my Father,a handkercheffe fteept in blood 

And bid Iter dry her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her not to loue. 

Send her a ftory of thy noble adts : 

Tell her thou mad’ft away her vnckle Clarence, * 

Her Vncle R iner s , yea and for her fake 

Madeft quickeconueyance withhergood Aunt Anne. 

King, Come, comc 3 ye rnocke nK^this is not the way 
Tc^winne your daughter. - 
gu,. There is no other way, 

Vnleffe thoucouldeft put on fome other lhape>- 
And not be Richard , that hath done all this. 

King. Tnfcrre faire England* peace by his alliance* 

Out Which fhe fliallpurchace with ftill laftmg warre« 

• Kmg. Say that'the King which may coromand,intreats. 
£)u. That at her hands which the Kings kmg forbid* 
Kingtey Are fhall be a high and mighty Queene* 
^TTo waile the title as her mother doth. 

K mg. Say I will loue hereuerlaftingly 
Oh. But how long fhall that title eualaft?- 
KTn ^.Sweetly inforce vnto her faire lines end. 

Out But how long fairely fhall that title lad • 

King. Solongas heauen and nature lengthens it. 

Out So long as hell and Richard likes of it . 

Kite. Sa v I her Soueraigne am her fubiea loue. 

Pji ,£ut fhe your lubiect loths fuch Soueraigivy. King, 
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of Richard the Third. 

Kin. Be eloquent in my behalfe to her. 

Qu. An honeft tale fpceds beft being plamely told. 

Kin. Then inplaine termes tell her my louingtale. 
<9#.Plaine, and not honeft is to barfh a ftile, 

KiZ. Maddam your reafons are too fliallow and too 

G>tt. O no,my reafons are to deepe and dead : (quiche, 
Toocleepe and dead poore infants in their graue, 

Harpe on it ftill fhall I, till heart-ftrings breake, 

K;».Now by my George.my Garter, and my Crowne* 
pu. Prophan’d, dilhonou d,and the third vfurped. 

Kin. I fweare by nothing. 

<?«.By nothing, for this is no oath, 

1 he George prophan’d,hath:ioft his holy honour : 

The Garter blemifht, pawn’d his Knightly vertue : 

The Crowne vfurpt diigrac’t his Kingly dignity. 

If nothing thou wilt fweare to be beheued, 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not Wrong’d, 
Kin. Now by the world. 

^.Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

Kin. My fathers death. 

felfe hath that difhonourcJ. 

Km. I hen by my felfe. 

J)#.Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufed. 

Km. Why then by God* 

^«.Gods wrong is moft of all? 

If thou hadft feard,to breake an oath by him. 

The vrtity the King thy Mother made, 

Had not beene broken. nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadft fear’ d to breake an oath by him. 

The impel iall mettall circling now my brow. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of my^child , 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here. 

Which now two tender playfellows for duft. 

Thy broken faith had made a prey for wormes- 
Kin. By the time to come* 
fly. lhat thou haft wrong’d, in time orepaft* 

Fotl my felfe haue many teases to wafli 
Hereafter time for time, by the paft wrong’d. 

The children liue,whofe parents thou haft flaughtered, 
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